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	1. The Warning

Well, after a long break from writing, I'm decided to come back with this little post-Halo 3 fanfic. Excuse me if there are some things throughout any chapters that conflict with anything in the books, but it's been a long time since I read the books. Anyway, here goes, hope you enjoy.

* * *

><p><strong>Nearly 40 years after the conclusion of the great war between the Covenant and Humans, mankind felt safe, secure. They were confident that their troubles with alien species had come to an end. They were wrong.<strong>

Captain Richard Amartoh reclined in his seat on the bridge, watching the surrounding viewscreens with lazy interest, as they displayed the scan information on hundreds of pieces of floating debris. His ship, the Rising Dawn, had originally been a prototype warship, designed to take part in the war. However, the war ended before the Rising Dawn got to see action, and so was refitted to do routine work. _Like this boring patrol work, _Richard thought. His ship had been tasked to patrolling the space outside of Earth's radar range, which was a very small section near Mars. The crew didn't even have to do anything, just sit there and watch the monitors, and the onboard AI did all the work. After a full sixteen hours of uninterrupted boredom, Richard was ready to go to sleep. As he got up to go to his quarters for sleep, however, the AI spoke up.

"Captain, an unidentified object has just come out of slipspace. Scanning now, but we don't need that to tell us that this is big, and it's on course straight for us" the AI said. This roused Richard from his stupor, and he looked up at the screens.

"Bring it up on viewscreen three," he commanded. After a moment of waiting, during which Richard cursed the slow AI construct, the object appeared on the screen. Richard was stunned, as he stared up at the screen. It was nothing he'd seen with his own eyes, but the Captain had seen his share of Covenant ships in plenty of old combat reports. _This must be a flagship, _Richard thought, marveling at the sheer size of the vessel. Just like all the old photographs he'd seen, it was bulbous and elegantly curved, and a faint purple-ish color.

"Lieutenant Rivers, send out a hail, let's see if we can establish contact," Richard ordered the communications officer to his right. It was worrisome, having the Covenant back in their system, and it could mean serious trouble. There was a minute of total silence as everyone waited for some sort of response, then a face appeared on the main viewscreen. A few people recoiled at the sight of an Elite, living and breathing, with that permanent look of anger on it's face. Richard took a moment to compose himself before speaking, and even then his voice cracked with nervousness.

"This is Captain Richard Amartoh of the Rising Dawn. Please state your business in our system, Covenant," Richard said, making sure he properly emphasized the words 'our system'.

"I am the Arbiter," the on-screen Elite said, his voice garbling the human language horribly. "My business here? I come with a warning... one that may spare the humans of complete annihilation."

"A warning? Complete annihilation?" Richard repeated, feeling slightly threatened. "What do you mean, Arbiter?" he asked with a bit more force to his voice. The Elite paused for a moment, appearing to search Richard's face, and realization sunk in.

"No, no, we come in peace. We mean no further harm to the human race," the Arbiter paused, considering his words. "We come to warn you of a... different threat. Please, allow a small number of my crew aboard, I would prefer this to take place in person," the Arbiter said. Richard stood from his chair, considering his options. _Any hostilities will be the end of this ship, but is it smart to let them in? If they wanted to harm us, they would've already, right? _Richard could feel all eyes on him, and finally decided that they were in the same position whether he let the Elites onboard or not.

"Very well, you may bring a small number of men aboard. I will provide an entrance... when I find out which one we can open," Richard said, uncertainly. Then, turning to his crew, he ordered, "someone find a window we can open or something."

"Yes, sir, I'll prepare the docking chamber," a young Ensign said, leaving the room quickly.

"We will enter through there then?" the Arbiter asked.

"Yes," Richard replied, and the viewscreen went dark. Richard stared at it for a moment, then left the bridge as well, feeling as though he might very well be going to his death. Halfway there, a bright purple light seemed to envelop the Rising Dawn. Richard stopped for a moment, looking around in confusion, then remembered that the Covenant had some sort of gravity lift for moving their men on and off ships. As he got nearer to the chamber, he could hear it pressurizing. _Too late to turn back now, _he thought, with a flutter of fear nagging at him. The Elites stepped out into the hall, and any of Richard's crew quickly backed out of the way. The Arbiter, leading the group, turned to look at Richard.

_He's older than the others, _Richard noticed, seeing the Arbiter next to his fellow Elites. Approaching him boldly, Richard held out his hand. The Arbiter examined it for a moment, then grasped it with his own alien hand and shook, hard, making Richard wince with pain. There was a pause in which the Elite seemed to search Richard's face intently.

"My apologies... I had forgotten how fragile your race is," the Arbiter said. After taking a look around, he continued, "I assume we have a place to speak in private?"

"Yes, right this way," Richard replied, leading the Arbiter toward the meeting room while nursing his hand gently. The other four Elites followed behind, surveying the other humans with a look as though they were superior. None of them believed the stories of the great Demon, especially after meeting humans face-to-face. Richard led them into a fairly large room, although for the Elites the ceiling was quite low. It was a plain, sterile white with an equally white, large, rectangular table being the only object inside, sitting in the center of the room. As the Arbiter took a seat, Richard noticed something about the other Elites. Three of them wore the same color of armor, but one wore a golden armor and was giving orders to the other three. As for the Arbiter, Richard assumed he was wearing some sort of armor denoting his high command; it appeared almost ceremonious rather than for combat purposes.

"It is urgent that this message gets to important people within your military, do understand human?" the Arbiter asked, with the tone one would acquire when speaking down to someone.

"Yes, of course, this will be recorded and sent to HIGHCOM immediately," Richard replied, slightly affronted. As he took his seat at the head of the table, he thumbed a button on the end. Looking at the Arbiter with interest, he waited patiently as the alien seemed to be considering its words carefully.

"This threat... is something far more dangerous than we could have ever imagined. Granted, you race did in fact defeat us in many circumstances, and interrupted our intentions to activate the Halos. Your race did not, however, defeat us. Had it been a war to see who lived and who didn't, I feel strongly that your race would no longer exist and the Covenant would still stand strong," the Arbiter paused, realizing that he may have come off as a bit arrogant. Richard felt the same way.

"This new enemy... it is at least tenfold our own strength; and it grows in strength with every organism it encounters. We do not have a real name for them, and we have not stayed around long enough to find out what they call themselves. We call them the Sorunarik, for it means "shape-shifter" in our tongue. Their name is what they are, they can mimic the form of any enemy they encounter. Unfortunately this means that they adopted the form of many of our Mgalekgolo, known as Hunters to your species, and they have destroyed us.

"Of course, it wasn't by sheer power that they did it. These creatures... if they can come into close contact with an organism, they can assimilate their combat techniques, skills, and abilities; they defeated us with our own strategies. For our race, this does not mean much, but..." the Arbiter paused, looking up at Richard. With the look of someone swallowing his pride, he said, "your race is innovative, and your people are all individuals, free thinkers. If this race were to come into contact with your species, I fear they could gain the ability to think for themselves as well, or at least they could find a vast wealth of abilities, thoughts, techniques; enough perhaps to become unstoppable. For the moment, we have assumed that they are imitative, like ourselves... only they can see the full potential in anything without any knowledge of it...

"They are... monsters... and we come to you humans for help. They have destroyed our home world of Sanhelios, as well as the home worlds of many of the other Covenant races, and we have no place else to go. We submit ourselves to you." The Arbiter stopped there, and watched Richard as he thumbed off the recorder. For a moment, there was a tense silence, as Richard simply stared with disbelief. Then, regaining his composure, he stood from his chair.

"That is... quite a lot to take in, Arbiter. You may return to your vessel, and follow us to the nearest docking station. We must inform HIGHCOM immediately," he said, before exiting the room with a swift stride.


	2. The Proposal

This chapter took me a while, I know. I got a little lazy in the makings of it. Enjoy. We feature our little surprise guest in the next chapter.

* * *

><p>Colonel Edward Hibbs marched into the ONI Section Three headquarters with an authority that was clearly masking fear, and everyone could tell. It was because they, too, felt that same fear; this new threat had everyone on edge, and many people were beginning to panic a little. <em>Not me though<em>, Edward thought, for he felt confident that his idea would bring hope. Even so, he couldn't help but feel the impending doom moving in, especially if his plans were not well-recieved. Moving through the army of checkpoints with ease, the colonel quickly reached the metting room where all the Section Three leaders were meeting. Edward was a punctual man by nature, and so it came as a bit of a surprise that the room was already full, all of his fellows looking incredibly stressed as they talked in nervous whispers to eachother. As soon as Edward took his seat, all the whispering died down, and all looked to the head of the table. Rear Admiral Robert Haverford, the man in charge at the table, turned around in his swivelling chair to face the others. After a deep breath, he began to speak in his low, rasping voice.

"Ladies... gentlemen... you know why we are gathered here today," the Rear Admiral said gravely, as though he were speaking at a funeral. "As you all should know, the Elite named 'Arbiter' has come to our planet, and has presented us with a warning that will change everything. For those of you that haven't heard this warning..." Haverford pulled a remote from inside his jacket and pressed a button; and the Arbiters voice filled the room.

"This threat... is something far more dangerous than we could have ever imagined," it began, and all of the men and women in the room listened intently; partly because of how the Elite's voice made it hard to understand, and partly because it was by instinct that they search every word for a deeper meaning. Rear Admiral Haverford looked, if possible, even more grim as the recording continued, and Edward sensed that he knew more than the rest of them did about the situation. As the recording finished, Haverford continued speaking.

"As soon as the Arbiter got to Earth, HIGHCOM was quick to get more information out of him. That information would include... this video." Pressing another button on the remote, the lights in the room dimmed and the screen behind Haverford lit up. On-screen, a pair of Elites stood in what appeared to be a monitoring station, speaking to eachother rapidly in their native tongue. After a minute or so of the video went by, the two Elites were startled by a banging at the door to the room they were in. Turning to it, they each raised a pair of plasma rifles, and called out to whatever was behind the door. More banging, and the two appeared to start panicking. One finally cracked and began firing wildly at the door, and a second later the door came flying into the camera's field of view and slammed into the firing Elite, sending him flying out of the view of the camera. His companion then began to fire wildly as well, before an enormous, shadowy creature overcame him and slammed him backward out of view as well.

As the Section Three on-lookers watched, the form of a Covenant Hunter slowly shrank until it was a small, spider-like shadowy creature. Six thin legs supported a rectangular body, and as the creature turned toward the camera, three eyes, glowing deep violet, could be seen just above a mouth lines with knife-sharp teeth. There was a second where it paused, staring at the camera. Then it began to screech, a horribly deafening sound, and as the screaming reached a peak in volume and pitch, the camera suddenly cut out with a violent hiss of static. The lights in the meeting room came back on, and there was a sudden outbreak of talk amongst everyone. Only after Haverford had cleared his throat rather loudly, multiple times, did the room quiet down.

"As you all know well, this is completely confidential," the Rear Admiral said, quite sternly. "Now... down to business. The Arbiter's estimates say that these creatures, the... Sorunarik, will reach it's first human colony in less than 15 years. The Cole Protocol is, as of now, fully in effect. The location of Earth must be protected, we cannot allow another alien race to reach Earth, especially one with this kind of power. Already, multiple fleets have mobilized to some of the outer colonies, and more are deploying. We've also sent out battalions of marines to these colonies. Now... the business of the matter is that this won't be enough. These things wiped out the Covenant, and our defenses weren't even enough for them. I am open to any suggestions you may have." Haverford paused, resting his chin atop his crossed fingers. After a second's pause, Major Luis Sera stood up and cleared his throat.

"Sir, the Covenant are here, they could help us. If they could teach us how to build ships like theirs, shape plasma like they do, make our shields as strong. We could get an upper hand if we had their tech-"

"If I may interject, that won't help," Edward said, standing from his own seat. "The Covenant are imitative, they didn't build that stuff on their own, their technology is stolen. Do you think they know how to build their own things? Maybe their engineers could fix stuff, but can they make it from loose parts? Besides, ships are not our primary concern." Edward stopped, looking to the Rear Admiral for permission to move on. After Haverford stared for a moment at the young Colonel, he nodded slowly.

"Sir, what we need is infantry power, we need our ground forces to be stronger. According to everything we've heard from the Arbiter, these creatures prefer to engage in ground combat, so that they can take our forms and abilities. What we need," Edward paused, extracting a folder from inside his jacket and sliding it down the table to the Rear Admiral, "is to restart the Spartan Program." There was a long silence as everybody took in these words.

"Are you insane? That program was a complete failure!" Major Sera shouted in outrage. "Nothing good came of that, every person involved in that program died, if you could call them people!"

"As you recall, Spartan 117 was the only reason we even won the Human-Covenant war. Without him, we might not be sitting in this room right now!" Edward argued. It was almost amusing to him how fast he had caused an arguement by suggesting the Spartan Program.

"And where is he now? Dead, that's where! Even during the war, he was a complete fluke case, what's to say we achie-" Luis was suddenly cut off as Haverford stood up and raised a hand for silence. Everybody else in the room was sort of staring from person to person, stunned at what had just transpired. The Rear Admiral glanced down at the folder for a moment, which he had been flipping through as the other two argued, then looked back up.

"That's not technically true," he said. When nobody asked for elaboration, he continued, "Spartan John-117, also known as the Master Chief, _is_ in fact still alive, but I'm sure that the colonel here already knew this? Colonel Hibbs," he said, turning to the man. "If I approve of this project, it had better not turn out the same as the Spartan II or III programs. You will lead the project, you will find the people you need to help run it, and you will ensure that all works out according to plan. I'm sure, since you suggested it, that you have a plan on how to run it?"

"Yes sir, I've already got the plans in place, and I have a staff in the works as we speak. I am fully prepared to take on this project, sir," Edward replied.

"Then your project is approved, Colonel. Don't let me down on this," Rear Admiral Haverford said, sliding the folder back to him and leaving the room without listening to any other suggestions. Edward glanced around the room briefly, feeling all eyes on him, then left the room in a rush.


End file.
